42               THE EARTH BEING TROUBLED

When his good-natured genius was wandering or asleep he
scolded it, as did Keats, with corrosive words. Did the local
gentry round Dean Prior, who enjoyed his " florid and witty
discourses", dream that their parson was petulant and home-
sick in their moors and vales while remembering lyric feasts
with Jonson? Once, tradition says, he betrayed his feelings-
rebuking a somnolent congregation by hurling his sermon at
them; and a gathering that could sleep through a pious ad-
dress by Herrick surely deserved the choral scorn of all the
poets in England. Cromwell, who packed him off to the city
of his wistful yearnings, was blessed unawares:

London my home is: though by hard fate sent
Into a long and irksome banishment;
For rather than Fie to the west return
Fie beg of thee first here to have my urn.

Never was a dancing stream addressed with such incivility as
in the farewell to Deanboum, that "rude river35 by which he
had lived:

Rockie thou art; and rockie we discover
Thy men; and rockie are thy ways all over.

A people currish, churlish as the seas;

And rude (almost) as rudest savages,

With whom I did, and may re-sojourne, when

Rockes turn to Rivers, Rivers turn to Men.

But the protest is too violent. Stones and men suffered no
metamorphosis when the Restoration sent Herrick back to
Dean Prior. Yet, perhaps, it was but a poet's fun. In spite of
more discontents in "this dull Devon-shire" than any since
his birth, truth compelled the testimony:

Yet justly too I must confesse
I ne'er invented such
Ennobled numbers for the Presse
Than where I loathed so much.

Only an ingrate would say less. The best of his vcrsicles, those
that shine with most silvery perfection, telling of brooks, of
blossoms, birds and bowers, of flowers and may-poles, hock-